io              A  SONG  OP ITALY.
0 sweetest head seen higher than any stands, I touch thee with mine hands,
1 lay my lips upon thee, 0 thou most sweet, To lift thee on thy feet
And with the fire of mine to fill thine eyes j I say unto thee, Arise/
She ceased, and heaven was full of flame and sound,
And earth's old limbs unbound Shone and waxed warm with fiery dew and seed
Shed through her at this her need: And highest in heaven, a mother and full of grace,
With no more covered face, With no more lifted hands and bended knees,
Rose, as from sacred seas Love, when old time was full of plenteous springs,
That fairest-born of things, The land that holds the rest in tender thrall
For lovejs sake in them all,
That binds with words and holds with eyes and hands
All hearts in all men's,lands. So died the dream whence rose the live desire
That here takes form and fire,         '* A spirit from the splendid grave of sleep
Risen, that ye should not weep,                     ;
Should not weep more nor ever, 0 ye that hear
And ever have held her dear, Seeing now indeed she weeps not who wept sore,
And sleeps not any more.